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'O God, of this life am I full thed.

CI am the taper of parting's night;

LFor burning and black is my dreaiy plight.

Distraught by the world's despite am  [,

LI ne'er shall rest till the day I die.

I should pray: "Let my body bide for aye'"

'Were it like that union should tide some day.

'I'm the sun in the sign of radiancy,

CI know that my frame the veil must be.

LUnite me with death, O Lord of ruth,

;For the way of Death is. the way of Truth!'

Her prayer was pure, and the answer came;

And feebler and feebler grew her frame.

The unwholesome air it wrought her ill,

And weakness giew on her body still.

Her dolour increased upon her e'er,

And the shivering fever left her ne'er.

Faint in the fever that fairy one,

Like a taper that is by the flame undone.

Dimmed by disease was her beauty's lay,

Like a rose whose freshness is past away.

At length so feeble and weak her plight,

That she lay on her bed both day and night.

Who had sought to look on her there, I ween,

Would scarce her wasted frame have seen.

Away were borne health's emblems fair,

And the ensigns of death were gathered there.

Then joyous, hei bashfulness cast off,

She told to her mother her secret love:

1O mothei, balm of my heart's desire,

CO mother, light of my longing's fire,

:I am come to death for rny hidden ill;

LSo long as I might, I have borne it still;

'But now that the time is come to go,

;'Tis meet that I tell thee my secret woe.

LO weary one, imagine ne'er

'That I am slain by the sword o' the air;

lNo fever fires in my body play,